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came at last to the ruined ancient gates of Salamanca.
How rosy everything was! And indeed the city is the
colour of a Gloire de Dijon just before it drops its first
petal, Over all that vast melancholy country she seems
to look with an inscrutable smile, Around her are the
desolate places; she is the Rose of the desert
She lies upon two hillsides, and fills the valley between
them. Her streets are narrow and steep with many turn-
ings, and the traffic is, for the most part, just the continual
passing to and fro of many mules and asses* Should a
cart pass by, or more rarely still a carriage, the noise is
deafening, echoing again and again between the tall
houses in those narrow streets paved with rough stones*
Pass through this city so beautiful and so desolate,
past the cathedral, the Colegio Viejo, the University,
the Casa de las Conchas, the Convent of Santo Domingo,
down at last to the old Roman bridge, that still strides
over the Tormes; everywhere you will find her smiling
that inscrutable smile, at sunrise, at noon or at sunset,
over the barren miles of dust, that it might seem, will one
day overwhelm her, like a forgotten sphinx, an unreraem-
bered idol
It is thus in summer she stands, a tawny inscrutable
statue upon her hills, dead or asleep or dreaming, I know
not, who have loved her in the long languorous days, be-
cause she is all of rose and gold And In spring when
the desert lays at her feet all his treasures, Infinite fields
of corn, green, and scarlet with poppies, and gold, all day
long I have heard the wind come to her over the priceless
fields, and seen his white footsteps tumultuous as on the
sea, and I have listened with the desert that has blos-
somed for her, that has brought her his gifts, waiting for
the word that the wind shall bring from her, till the
flowers have died under the sun, and the corn is reaped,
and the wind has passed on his way, and all I heard was